
A Corner in Paradise as Part Payment From France

Mont Pelee, the volcano that buried St. Pi<

The Plan to Cede Martinique, and the
Resources We Should

Gain
By Grace Phelps

ARTINIQUE, the best known of
the French West Indies, may
soon belong to the United
States, if the proposed plan to

as part payment tif the war debt
¦' ce to us is carried out.

Whethei 7he inhabitants of the island
would be as enthusiastic over the idea of
becoming Americans as were the natives of
the Danish West Indica, which became part
of tho United Sbates nearlj two years ago,
is a moot qui i mains that

lade abroad

by a pan-American group - 01 to ex-

ir influence over the entire West
Indian group of islands.

Leaving aside for a moment the politieal
and economic reasons for and against such
a transfer, we would fall heir to S00 square

tropical country of
ruits and flowers, a ro-

tory and fascinating Creole
the most beautiful in feature,

color, dr ss and carriage to be met with
in all v- [ndies.

.en two years since I visited
Martinique, but the glimpse I had of it

is made it for me, as it has been
.r\y known to traveilers for centuries,

- . ys des revenants, the Country of
Wh ome Rack.

Martinique has not been "in the news"
since the terrible volcanic eruption of Mount
Pelee in 1902, which destroyed the town of
St. Pierre at the foot of the mountain, the
lives of 25,000 men, women and children,
and even the ships at anchor in the harbor.
Where once the busy native:- piled up in

and on the dock the huge hogs-
heads of molasses, sugar and white rura for
which the island is famous, slept throuph

heat or merrily danced the
bamboula in the streets at carnival time,

g is left save ruins covered with
or overgrown with creeping

ii here and there e brilliant lizard,
from a crevice.

The French Government has not encour-

'^ged the rebuilding of St. Pierre and has
.' ven land in other parts of the island to
those who were absent from the town the
_ay of the eruption, and so escaped with

But further down the coast
sperous town of Fort de France,

lomewhttt saddened by the absence of thou¬
sands of its rnen who have gone to fight
for La Patrie, but still busy.
Josephine, ill-starred wife of N'apoleon,

*a3 born in Martinique, and her statue,
d melancholy, dominates the

or Savanne, near the centre
France. IL-re, too, was born

Mme. de Maintenon, the beautiful cour-

influence on Louis XIV was

for one of the religious mas-
lacres durir g his reign.

I'l t French have no such race prejudice
here in the «"nited States, and
and without the law inter-

marriage has been the custom. It is this
g together with the original Carib

Indian strain, which produced the beautiful,
'Uppie, colored Creole, who proved so fas-

g to Lafcadio Hearn in his two
a Martinique.

however, and n tropical languor
always had a fascination for Lafcadio

far exceeding that of the pink and
beeuties of northorn climes. He

ore be accused of prejudice if
not for the testimony of other

'.¦ Martinique, not to mention the
proofa visible to present day

travelh ra,

It was early in the morning, so early
'" sun hail hardly risen, when I
n y first fight of a Martinique belle.
d left the steamer in a emall boat

.nd rowed through a jumble of 'ti canots,
« little canoes, with their bronzed little
paddlerg eag<?r to dive into the water for

-, and our pennies. But the
waa no novelty, and I was anxlous

'' get to shore to *ee tho nmrket whilo
ippllex were plcntlful and bargaining

.*as at iti helght.

The Beautiful
Creole
9o vt* left ihe disappointcd 'ti canotle

b*h!mi «nd wort soon on the dock. Laf-
«dio H»»rn himMlf could not have plcked

mora bosutlful type of Creola than
rl paaading up and down there.

ro md of her darker slators,*«o httmbly itepped aside wftJi their ba»-
«*t* </f touriev trinketa to ki/c har more

room, she swayed like a brilHant bird of
paradise.

Tall and slim, with perfect features, her
dark eyes nozv mischievous, now coquetting,
she parnded before us in her gayiy figured
purple and yellow dress, fastened high in
front over a stiffly starched white petti-
coat. On her head she wore the yellow
calendered (painted) turban.typical of
Martinique.with one end sticking up in
front, and in her ears hung heaz'y hoops
of gold.
Just what. she was doing there at that

early hour was not obvious, unless she con-
sidered it her duty to give strangers a
favorable impression of Martinique on
their arrival. However, beauty needs no
excuse in any land, and the men of the
party were especiully pleased, though she
was too shy to talk to them and would not
permit herself to be snapshot.

The. streets of Fort de France are nar¬
row and during the busy hours of the early
morning or late afternoon are crozvded.
Shops or bazaars with corrugated iron
shutters which roll up, leaving the entire
place exposed, open on the still more nar-
rozv sidewalks. The gutters run with water
which comes from n strpam led down from
the hills behind tho town. Occasionally
a tropical "white wing" with a long hooked
polo loosens a jam of cocoanut shells or
other refuse which threatens to choke back
the stream and prevent the sewage being
carried ofT.
The bazaars are rather uninteresting,

being a confused jumble of goods, crockery
and implements of various sorts. One
bazaar, however, is the exception. It is
where the squares for the turbans are sold.
The gingham, madras or silk for this pur¬
pose is designed in France especially for
the coionies, nnd a marvellous combination
of colors and designs these squares reprr-
sent. In addition to their original colors
the sauares are painted a brilliant sulphur
yellow between the stripes or squares. Be-
sides making the turbans stiff when tied,
the yellow seems to have some sort of
significanco, similar, I gather, to the
ancient use of purple as a symbol of roy-
alty. At all events, it is a costly process
and tho calendered turban is only worn by
the better class of blacks and creoles.

It is the market which is the most attrac¬
tive place in the town, for here are the
machannes, the women who, save in the
tish market, are the venders of provisions.
There are all kinds of strange looking

t.ubers and roots, among which one can dis-
tinguish white potatoes and yarns. Of the
others, one is the mabi, a bitter root from
which is made the favorite native drink,
mabiyage. A little white rum and sugar is
added to the juice. The favorite drink of
tho white population, however, is the
cocoyage, known in other West Indian
islands as the Bwizzle. This is made of an

egg, cocoanut milk, a little gin and sugar,
beaten up together with a stick made of a

young twig with a whorl of twigs at the
end which have been shortened, stripped
of bark and the zvhole polished. Every
visitor to the West Indies brings home a

The
By Sarah Addington
ACIVILIAN friend of ours, zvith im-
possibly bad eyes, hove him a pro-
digious sigh the other day and
vowed aloud that he was a man

among men once more (since November 11)
and no longer subject to the condescensions
and insults, implied and otherwise, of his
lady friends. He declared that his N'orfolk
was the uniform of the future and would
Blanderera please take notice?
But zvith due respect to the Norfolk, he

released that announcenzent too soon. For
although American girls are fiirting with
tho Prince of Wales these days and Mrs.
Vincent A«tor has turned working jjirl in a

"Y" cafetoria, that well known and over-

ridden word that begins with a "d" and
enda in "cy" is still just a word. Wo have
with u» thia year the aristocrucy of thc
uniform, Htill and yet, nnd let nobody
think he can deny it. The demon democ¬
racy Btill has wings with which to fiy, ap¬
parently, and feet with which to run, for
no sooner do we catch hold of one of his
loose endfl than, lo, we have lost another.
Returned husbunds, for example. We

have one. Ho was tractable ln the old pre-
war day«, like all other m«n, and then,
with the ehudow of danger over him aiid the

Martinique's link with Napoleon-.
The statue of Josephine, a native of
the island.

swizzle stick, but if he is fortunate enough
to get it in Martinique he calls it a bato
lele.
There are bananas and plantains of

many varieties, mangos and tamarinds,
avocados and oranges, limes and many
other fruits whose names I have forgotten.
At one counter in the market an old
porteuse zvas putting out her wares. A
small boy had helped her lift the heavy
wooden tray from her head and was scurry-
ing around trying to drum up trade for
his gran'mere's fruits. Frises!. Strawber-
ries! Mountairt strawberries!

I went over to buy a bn.-ket, but the old
daiae, wrinklcd and zvise from years of
meeting tourists, or perhaps with a memory
of tho back-breakiug task of picking the
berries 'way up on the mountainside, knew
there was more money to be gottcn oul of
selling them by the saucerful. Taking a

cracked saucer from her tray, she gave it
a dextrous swipe zvith th" dirty pad she
zvore over her turban as a base for her
tray, and placed in it ten strawberries,
with the request in patois that. I pay a

franc for the privilege of eating.
I did not eat tbe frises. r.ater, however,

I had a chanco to sample the berries aml
found them rather like very seedy rasp-
berries.

A Lizaril
As an Entree
A favorite dish in Martinique i.s made

of the iguana, a huge lizard, It is said to
taste like chicken. 1 cannot testify to this
fact, for like the monkcys which 1 was

promised in a pie in St. Kitt's, the iguanas
seemed very shy during my stay. dr per-

glory of a uniform t.pon him, he became a

being to bc feared, respected am! truckled
to. h'qual rights? Vanishcd. His rights,
that was all.

Nozv, hozvever. ho's back and seemingly
the old order should be estnblished. But
here's the sticker. Returned husbands have
a fatal weapon: they put on their uniforma
ut any impondinir crisis. Just as the wife
person begins to trcad the old familiar
paths of feminine tyranny am! pluck th

(TrtApPSfc

Photos h.v Publishers' Photo Srrvice.
A typical trading s

haps it was the closed season for them.
The interior ot the island is very moun-

tainous, and tlie fer-de-lance, one of the
most pbisonous snakes known. keeps na-

tives as well as travellers from exploring
those regions. The roads, too, are bad,
so that many persons born on one side
of a mountain range live and die without
seeing the nativcs in tlie valley on the
other side.
The porteuses, girls who carry produce

and merchandise over the mountain roads
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fruit of small conquests nnd domestic
triumphs out comes the hateful khaki to
strut around the house and assert its male
domination. Ask any woman if she'll stiy
the same things to a creature in splendid
and olive drab as she will to tiie craven
wretch in housecoat and baggy trousers.
She won't, and (to make it rhyme) she
don't. and thereby comes a new woe in the
life of women, ihe horrid remnant of a

great war. Thc peace table has its prob-
l.-iii-- of reconstruction, indeed, but so has
the breakfast table, and reconstruction on

Lhc domestic scale needs a Colonel House
at every heart list one.

Ilushands are not more culpable for this
dominion of the uniform, however, than
are certain others. There is the new ele-
vat.ur boy, for one, he who wears his leg-
glngs nnd khaki trousers with a bell boy's
coat and hasn't been nrrested yet. It Is
thosc leggings, of course, that give him that
indescribable air of patronage, but that
doe not make enduring* it any ensier for
the abused tenants, who pay exorbitnnt
rents, for the privilege of living in the
house and like to dispense the I'avora nnd
benetits themselves.
Or try to get n job these days nnd see

how blue sergo ia treated. Nothing to it» >

-*K&ls--v/w

cene on the river running past the city

f t0 inland places, are very careful not to
travel at night, for fear of the fer-de-lance.
These porteuses travel forty or fifty miles
a day with their burdens, swinging along
erect and easily. So accustomed are they
to heavy weights on the head that when
their trays are emptied, they hasten to
till them witli stones. Horses and mules
used over the same roads play 0ut in a

very few years, but the human carriers
seem none the worse for their work.
The mongoose, a small, weasel-like creat-

my man. It is only the doughboy who car.
land one. You may have all the talent
aaii he none. you may have all the expe¬
rience and he none; but he's been to war
and you haven't.
Your grocer picks out the turnips with a

careless hand and a far-off gaze, and though
y<ui urge upon him that you want red ones,
or blue ones, he still forgets his post as

grocer in the light of his recent job as a
warrior. Turnips, indeed, mere penny vege-

Not German shells, but a volcano.
Martinique's ruined Cathedral at St Pierre.

ure, is practically tho only wild animal on

the island. It was introduced, as in all
West Indian islands, to destroy the rats,
the carriers of tlze dreaded bubonic plague
of the tropics. There i.s a curious crab
found on the enst coast, zvith one claw
larger than the other, which he carriea
t'olded up closo to his body. The natives,
who likened him to a Catholic penitent
striking his breast und crying, mea culpa!
mea culpa! have nicknamed him crabe-
c'est-ma-faute (crab-iv-is-my-fault)!
The natives are an odd mixture of Cbris-

of Fort de France

tian and pagan nnd it is difficult to tell
where the pajran leaves off and the Chris-
tian begins, so closely are they interwoven.
Devout Catholics for the most part, they
worship at the numerous wayside shrinea
scattered all over the island. But even
the presence of a holy figure in its moss-

grown chapelle is not potent in their rninds
against, the zombis.
The zombis are neither devils nor goblins,

but they have the characteristics of both,
and while they sleep in the day time, at

tables; but he. heigh-ho, has the interna¬
tional viewpoint! He has been to France
and back again!

It is the furrin travel that has done more
than its share. to rob us of trivial concerns
and make the soldier of the world the lord
thereof, whether in peace or war. One can¬
not care too much about a leaky pipe if the
plumber zviil insist noon telling you about
the Battle of the Argonne Forest. It would
be both unpatriotic and picayune to put the
claims of a flooded bathroom against those
of that great American epic. Even though
the epic will be expensive. literature when
it appears upon the plumber's hill later.)
And one would not dare foist small talk
upon a dinner partner if he really pines to
recite the beauties of Paris to you.
And so we plain clothes people must bear

the brunt of peace, as they bore tlze brunt
of war. As the Frenchwomen put on dark
clothes as a foil for the horizon blue of
their heroes, so we must set ourselves up
as background for our husbands and eleva-
tor and grocery men and let them gather
laurel while they may. Which seems fair
enough, after all, even if it does entail a

sorvility to husbands that tho twcnticth
J centurj never dreamed of.

night they roam the city and country doing
evil. A quaint native name for the zombis
(which explains one of their characteris-
tics) is: Those Who Make Noises ut Night
None Gan Understand. The country people
are especially fearful of the zombis, but
even in the towns the nativea look grave
when the subject is mentioned by whites.
There is a tree growing on the Island

whose needs aro red, wnh nn irregular
black spot. These Bpots, the nativea aay,
are caused by the touch of the zombis.
None the less, this belief does not Intei
fere with the native practice of stringing
th< leeds into r. wcaving them
into mats for th'e toui
But if the interior, with its Hana c

grown forests, is impenetrable to
eller, save with a guide ai a cutlas
town has one atl which make
somewhat for the lo
jungle. This i3 the carniva. or mardi

Big and little, black or X" colon
this ono season in the year every nativi <

white. A white wire mask, with juat a

touch of pink m the cheeks, or whii.
with a splush of red, disguises him pi
fectly. And there is none too sick, or o

old, or too young, to join in dancing the
bamboula.
Tho mardi gras may be' French, but the

bamboula is pure African, and tho songs
sung all refer rather unpleasantly to c<

tain individuals who have incurred
wrath of their fellow islanders. Li
a group of devil masqueraders, the crowd
of men, women and children surge throi h
tho streets, swaying back and forth in time
to the beat of tho big drums, the ka
the rattle of the smaller calabasses, or

swinging in a kind of hugjfing dance. At
the end of each i?ong, the danccrs take up
the refrain:

Bamboula, bimboulat
Zamboula, zimboulal
Boi Lol Bo!

Martinique's
Great Figure
By far the most Interest ing figure in the

history of Martinique Is that of Pere Labat,
a Dominican father, who lived in the Island
in the early part of the seventeenth century.
Methods of distilling, sugar cane raising
and even engineering projects instit.uted by
Pere Labat remain in Martinique to-day.
Yet all that is remembered of the stern
fi.ghter, priest and layman, is a legend which
the Creoles use to frighten their children
into good behavior.

Slavery was introduced into Martinique
before Pere Labat's time, yet it is always as¬
sociated with him because of his cruelties
toward the negroes, whom he believed li_.-
erally to be "iimbs of Satan." And when at
night a light is seen twinkling on an inac-
cessible mountainside, it is believed to be
the lantern of Pere Labat, condemned to
wander thus as a penance for his cruelties.
Slavery was abolished in 1818. Many Cre¬
oles, especially among the women, were
freed voluntarily year^ before, yet Pere
Labat's lantern still twinkles in Martinique.

Socially there is little distinction to-day
between the races in Martinique, and politi-
cally there is none whatever. It is the color
problem, therefore, with our less liberal so¬

cial and politieal attitude, which this coun¬
try will have to face if the island should be
ceded to us. It is the same problem 1

faccs us in the Virgm Islands, fi
Danish Wes'. Indies, where class ai
color was the dividing line under X
rule. In Martinique there is also the bi r-
rier of language, for where English is
stood and spoken in the Virjrin Islands,
the French patois is to be heard in
tinique.
Judging from reports that have re 1

me from St. Thomas since the American
occupation, the color problem is not being
met very happily there. That wo would he
more successful with the Creoles of Mi r-
tihique, who enjoy far greater ecoi
and politieal freedom than did the nat 9
of tbe Danish West Indies, is u

Trade, too, is bound up more closeh »
the mother country than was the case 1
the Danish West Indies. The white
which is distilled in Martinique form ¦
basis of the fine French perfumes.

Kurthermorc-, Martinique is only <¦¦ [
the French West Indies. Its populat |
185,000 slightly exceeds that of Guade
the second island of importance in the group,

Besides Guadeloupe there are four
islands belonging to France in the Wi t
indies. «11 closely connected with tho m t
country, and in al] of which the pop
is 95 per cent black or colored.


